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	1. Chapter 1

_A/N: _Hello again! This is a semi-AU songfic, based on Katy Perry's 'The One That Got Away', because I couldn't get it out of my head. This chapter was beta'd by **Raven12** (and the ones to follow).

* * *

><p><em>Summer after high school when we first met<em>

Beca softly hummed the tune to 'Titanium', as she idly doodled in her Math book. It was hot, a sweltering 80 degrees, and it was noon, the hottest part of the day. She was under her favourite tree, in a secluded part of the park, staring at the equations in front of her. It was strange, she could have been working on her new mix, or 'socialising' (she didn't give two shits about what people thought of her) but she was doing Math homework. But, frankly, she didn't care, because her earphones and her music offered all the entertainment and respite she needed. And Beca thought this odd image of a surly goth girl in excess plaid doing Math with Titanium leaking out of her earphones would repel people. It did repel _most_ people, but it didn't stop a dorky chocolate-haired boy from approaching.

"Hey there!"

The earbuds fell soundly to the ground as Beca nearly jumped out of her skin. She turned to stare at the intruder, flames dancing in her steely pupils.

"Asshole!" she seethed.

He took a step back.

"Woah! I'm so sorry, but can I sit with you?"

Beca glared at him, and violently shook her head. "No." And she turned back to the textbook, propping her earphones back into her ears. It was hard to focus on the integral calculus shit, as her thoughts whirled with the boy's words. Was he trying to flirt? He didn't look like the dating type, but rather the 'super annoying best friend' kind of person.

A few minutes later, she was still thinking about him. What was he doing now? Where was he? Was he still around? Beca glanced about her and spotted him on a bench a few feet away. He looked crestfallen, staring sadly at the birds in the trees. She sort of felt sorry for rejecting him, and she should make it up to him. She stood up and walked over towards the bench he was sitting on.

"Hey..." It was awkward, no doubt. She was never this nice to anyone, especially a stranger.

The boy looked at her, sadness gleaming in his warm brown pupils. "I'm so sorry, I mean I was just trying to - "

"No, no, it's fine. I was being a jerk." Beca sighed at his dejected comment, "I was just wondering..."

"You want me to piss off? I can do that." He stood up to leave, dragging his leather duffle bag with him. Beca gaped at him. That was exactly how she felt whenever someone said something to her.

"I... I'm sorry just saying - "

"No, really - " He countered.

"Dude, I'm not good with people, okay?" Beca had had enough of his assumptions. "I'm trying to make it up to you for being such a bitch. Can I just sit with you for a moment?"

That seemed to shut him up. He gave her an incredulous look, before sitting back on the bench and shuffling over to make room for her. "Of course!"

They sat next to each other in comfortable silence, giving each other occasional glances, and blushing profusely whenever they touched. Beca did her math homework and the boy did some sort of nerdy thing on his laptop. When Beca reached a particularly hard equation, she groaned in frustration. However, when the boy looked over at her problem, he seemed to know the resolution.

"Can I help?"

Beca let out a sigh and nodded.

"You see here, a over b times c over the distance..."

She listened carefully and asked questions whenever there was something she didn't understand. Unlike her father or teacher, he'd smile as he explained in detail and was happy to repeat the entire explanation if she needed him to. Beca decided he was okay. He was annoying when he vomited out weird trivia ("The Breakfast Club has one of the best movie soundtracks) and screeched a little loudly when he sang some sort of tune from his earphones (but he sounded quite good)... but she was okay with that. As long as he didn't interfere with -

"Hey, what song are you listening to?" He asked.

Asshole.

"Something."

Giving her the weirdest combination of puppy dog eyes and the sound of a mewling kitten. He pressed her for information. "Please... tell me."

Beca had a soft spot for animals, and his animal faces were no exception. Her badass persona melted a little when he did that. After a few seconds of unsuccessful glaring, she succumbed to his pathetic-ness.

"Titanium."

"Still?"

"You got a problem with that?"

"No, it's just that you were listening to that before, and it's been like half an hour."

"Yeah... so what! I listen to other songs but this one helps me concentrate."

"That's cool. I get it. I've got like two thousand songs on my phone, ready to play whenever I study and sometimes I'll even watch movies."

She raised an eyebrow at him. Movies? She understood music, but movies? What kind of shit was this boy into?

"Why movies?"

Now, it was the boy's turn to stare at her. "Movies are one of mankind's best inventions!"

"You're a weirdo." Beca resumed her Math homework.

"You know what? Just for that, I'm going to give you a moviecation."

"What the hell is that?"

"Movie plus education. A moviecation."

"You don't even know me."

"True, but I will, eventually. We're going to become best friends and, or lovers."

Beca stared at him as though he had two heads. What a nerve this dude had.

"Please don't say lovers."

"Fine, best friends." You could hear the crickets (or birds in this case) as she shook her head. "See, I knew you'd agree to that. Now, let's start by learning each other's names."

She was hesitant. Could she really trust this boy? His annoyingly sweet attitude was downright irritating to her, but he seemed eager and friendly enough. Maybe she should just give this guy a shot. But first, she was going to play a little game...

"Ages first."

"Why?" He asked.

"So I know you aren't some paedophile who looks fifteen."

The boy clutched his chest dramatically. "You wound me! Fine, I'm fifteen."

Beca paused for a bit. "Same here."

"School?"

"Why would I tell you that?" She lashed out.

"Because it's part of the friendship code."

"You just made that up, didn't you?"

"Maybe, maybe not."

She rolled her eyes at him. The boy was so persistent.

"Jackson High."

"Jamesleigh."

"Only rich nerds go to private schools!" She snarked.

"Whatever, now tell me your name."

"You first."

"Oh my god. Just because I'm like weirdly attracted to you, I'll go first. My name's Jesse Swanson and I have like fifty middle names, but let's skip that." She couldn't conceal her smile if she tried but then thought about what he just admitted to.

The nerd was attracted to the badass.

"I'm Beca. Beca Mitchell."

"Well, it's nice to meet you, Beca."

* * *

><p><em>AN: _So tell me what you think of my first songfic. There will _lots _of verses/line to come, so bear with me. Please review!

Shoutout #2 to **Raven12** for being an awesome Beta!


	2. Chapter 2

_A/N: _Here comes the next line! Credit goes to Raven12 for beta'ing this and melting it with hotness overload. Thanks for reviewing, following and favouriting!

* * *

><p><em>We'd make out in your Mustang to Radiohead<em>

They had known each other for three years, since the day they had met in the park. It had taken a lot of bribes, charm and patience to break through her indestructible (to everyone except Jesse) outer shell. Beca was at the park everyday, to escape the hassle of life, under her tree. And Jesse was there everyday to annoy her on his bench. Slowly, they grew closer, through intimate discussions about their shitty lives, corny jokes (all Jesse's) and their love of music. A while later, Beca decided to let Jesse share the shade of the tree with her, and the bench served as a reminder of their first meeting. After a year, they became inseparable.

Beca could hardly admit it to herself, but she liked him; Like seriously _liked_ him. And that's a lot from a badass like her. Each day after school, they'd meet at their tree in the park at 3 pm sharp to talk about random things, and follow wherever the course of the conversation would go. Sometimes, they'd go to each others' houses to study - his parents were especially nice, and Beca grew quite fond of them, but she wasn't very sure what he thought of her father and the step monster. They would ride the bus to the ice-cream parlour downtown and splatter each other with blobs of sugary creamy goodness. They had become each others' rocks. Beca even thought she felt more free when she was with Jesse than when she was listening to music.

Beca watched as Jesse bolted into the park and made a beeline for their tree. Yesterday, he had said that he was going to take her to the movies. Yep... Beca Mitchell, hater of movies, was being taken to see one by her lovable nerd who looked more ecstatic than ever; and she didn't know why.

"Becaw!" he screeched as he approached, "I wanna show you something!"

Yawning, Beca stood up and eyed him with a smirk playing on her lips. "So we aren't going to the movies?"

"Of course we are, but you have to see this first!" Even eighteen year old Jesse Swanson acted like a three year old sometimes.

Beca smiled at his enthusiasm. "So nerd, what's so important?"

"Well, um... I've got a - "

"Spit it out already." She interrupted with her usual lack of subtlety. Jesse opened his mouth, but no words came out. "Okay... just show me."

Jesse happily complied, dragging her by the hand to the parking lot. He headed right towards a shiny black Mustang, and squealed. "She's a real beaut, isn't she?"

Beca could only gape. Why the hell did he get a Mustang Shelby, of all the cars out there...

"I know it's your favourite car... what do you think?"

"It is, but why...?" She was a loss for words. "Why didn't you get another car... like..."

"Aw, c'mon, Beca! You said it was your favourite, and I wanted to do something special for you. You're my best friend after all."

She could not help but notice how he didn't add the usual 'and, or lover' afterwards. For some odd reason it made her feel strangely sad.

"That's great, Jess! So, are we going to the movies in your Mustang?"

"Yup. You'll be the second person to ride in it!"

Jesse, being the perfect gentlemen, opened the passenger seat door for her. She climbed in and ran her hands over the dashboard and smooth leather seats. She wished she could have a car, just any old Prius would do, and Jesse had a brand new Mustang to drive.

"Ready?"

Beca nodded still inspecting the inside of the car.

"Alright then, let's hit the road!"

Jesse eased out of the parking lot and onto the main road. His hands fumbled over the steering wheel and controls. Beca was impressed with how he handled the hot rod and thought he looked sexy.

"Mm..." Beca hummed as she stroked the soft leather. "Damn!" She thought to herself. Her best friend looked hot driving this car.  
>Squirming in her seat she fondled the seatbelt that divided her breasts. It was getting warm and a little too quiet in the car. "Hey Jess, can I turn on the radio?"<p>

He glanced at her, eyes burning with lust as he eyed her chest and the seatbelt's movements. Shaking his head slightly, he looked up at her and then back at the road. "Yeah, do what you like, the passenger is also the DJ."

His perverted glances didn't go unnoticed by Beca. She knew Jesse was easy to distract, so she turned on the radio and bounced in her seat, giving Jesse occasional glances. It worked, his eyes trailed down to her bouncing breasts and swaying hips. She could hear something guttural deep in his throat and shift in his seat while he resumed driving. "Shit!" He cursed inwardly, because his best friend had the body of a goddess, and knew he wanted to tap that in a heartbeat.

As Beca watched him drive, she smirked to herself and contemplated her next move; she knew she was getting to him as much as he was to her. She loved his arms and imagined them around her as he made a sharp turn to avoid an obstacle, and then there was his five o'clock stubble that gave him that rugged edge and look so irresistible. Gah, she really wanted to rub her cheek to his face and stroke those toned muscles. The sexual tension was building faster than a skyscraper and heavier than a ton of bricks.

"Dude, you look distracted... you okay?"

Jesse gave her a sideways glance.

"Yeah Becs, I'm just a little distracted."

"Then you really shouldn't be driving especially in this smokin' hot car." Beca moaned inwardly when she saw the tent rising in his jeans. Raising her eyebrow at Jesse she knew he was feeling it too. "Jess... pull over, we need to... talk."

Giving her an impish look he immediately pulled over onto a deserted street and shut off the engine. Looking down to his lap and then to her, he knew things were about to change between them.

"You have no idea what you're doing to me."

"Who, me?" she asked with as much innocence she could muster. "What am I doing to you, Jess?"

"You and your low cut shirts, dancing..."

"Then why don't you ask me?" She bit back a victorious smirk, as Jesse blanched.

"Ask?"

"You want more than friendship, don't you?"

She watched him lower his eyes and swallow thickly. "Yes." He whispered his response, unable to look her in the eye.

"Look at me." Beca raised his chin so she can see his warm eyes. "You're not alone, dude." And leant forward to kiss him.

As their lips pressed together it was magical as they moaned softly into each other's mouths. Parting her lips Beca teased him with her tongue as she lightly licked at his soft lips. In response to her bold move Jesse pulled her closer and met her half way as he tasted her and explored her mouth. He was no longer the tentative handsome nerd she considered her best friend as they navigated uncharted waters. After a heated make-out session they finally broke apart. With rapid breaths and flushed skin they looked into each other's eyes and saw no regret, in fact they were both beaming with happiness and something more...

"Babe, let's take this to the backseat." Beca suggested, fixated on his lips.

"I've got a better idea." Pressing a button on his lower left, the driver seat moved away from the steering column. "Hop on milady."

Without any hesitation Beca mounted his lap and crushed their lips together. With her hands in his hair she pulled and tugged on his soft locks making him groan with need as he kissed her passionately and nuzzled her neck. With his hand sneaking underneath her plaid shirt she smiled and encouraged the contact. With his lips on hers she moaned into the kiss.

"God, you feel good." Jesse purred. "I want you so bad, but not here. I don't want the first time with my girlfriend to be in a car."

Beca pursed her lips. "Girlfriend?" She asked as he nodded. Yeah... she could live with that.

* * *

><p><em>AN: _It's getting a little hot for the young lovebirds! Shoutout#2 to Raven12 for making my laptop melt with the mushy goodness!

Keep the reviews rolling!


End file.
